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Thus we fought our way south, mile by mile and hour by hour, often delayed by the cable loop fouling anew in the ice below, but still making headway, the America giving a right good account of herself as a ship of the air under unfavorable circumstances.
Once we heard strange, uncanny sounds from the aft of the ship, near where the sledge dogs lay in their kennel. We recognized PopofFs voice, and knew he was there. But the sounds were unearthly Afterward, we three compared notes and found all had had the same experience. The blood had seemed to run cold and clammy from our hearts, for each of us felt sure our comrade from Russia had lost his reason and become a jibbering maniac up there in the air over the polar sea.
Ten minutes later the mystery was explained. Popoff had gone back to feed the dogs. One had snapped at him, and the unearthly sounds we had heard with dismay were only Popoff's remonstrance in his native tongue, talking to the dogs, trying to quiet them.
Poor, brave Popoff! He survived the perils of that day, won his spurs as an aviator, was invited to fly before the Czar, but fell one day to the earth and was broken and battered till the wonder wras life still remained within him. For months he has been in a hospital, and as we